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stood by the window in the bedroom leaning her
head against the wire netting; she had put "away
the typewriter, she could do nothing but think
miserably of Stephen*
There was a chink and scattering of plaster that
made her look round: a piece had fallen away from
the wall where Blanche's bed had been and, as she
looked, a great patch fell and crumbled.
Every year when the rains came, the plaster in
that one place would not hold, every year they built
it up and washed over the stains with distemper,
and father said, "You should leave it, all that
plaster and damp will bring the whole wail away/*
and now the plaster had fallen and some of the
bricking had come away with it, for it had left a
deep place in the wall.
Rosa went to see; father was right, the bricking
was crumbling and Ioose5 and it came away in her
fingers. It was not brick at all, but something
powdery, and suddenly her fingers found an edge5
hard as stone5 running across the wall; it was like
the edge of a picture frame^ ridged, and as she
chipped she saw it dull white under the red powder*
Her fingers were getting sore; she took off her
shoe and knocked it on the wall, the plaster split
into segments and some fell on the floor* She went
into the pantry to find something to scrape with,
"A spoon, not too sharp, there's something under
the brick and I don't want to scratch it." She took
a wooden spoon.
There was another edge running down to meet
the first, making a corner^ and between the edges